THE 
FLINTSTONES 


HAVING A BALL 


DEAR LITTLE NEPHEW, RODNEY, 
1S VISITING WITH US WHILE HIS 
FOLKS ARE OUT OF TOWN... 

OH, HE'S NO TROUBLE...HE'S 
IN SCHOOL NOW... 


OH, BOY! THIS IS THE DAY THE 


BUT THAT's 
|. CIRCUS COMES TO TOWNS 


WHAT SHE 
THINKS... 


I'M SORRY I DITCHED SCHOOL TODAY, BUT ) 
I JUST HAD TO SEE THE PARADEY 
Decor 


YIPPEE? THERE'S MY HERO, THE 

HUMAN CANNON BALL! I WANT TO } 

GROW UP To BE JUST LIKE HIMT yf OFF WORK, BUT I JUST 

LOVE PARADES! y 
> i 


ROPNEY! WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE? N | SAY, UNCLE FRED, AREN'T You 
YOU'RE SUPPOSED TO BE IN SCHOOL! SUPPOSED TO BE AT Noor 
~ 7 NOW 
IDOL, THE HUMAN WELL, T.. Vi 
CANNON BALL ER, (AHEM) ). 
THAT [Suu 
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TELL YOU WHAT...I WON'T TELL 


|/ LET'S Go HOME AND SEE IF WE. CAN TALK ) 
WILMA THAT I SAW YOU HERE... 


WILMA INTO GOING TO THE CIRCUS! 


SO YOU THOUGHT YOU 
COULD TRICK ME, EH? 


NOT YOU, FRED! THE SCHOOL CALLED AND SAID 
RODNEY WASN'T THERES I’M SURE HE WENT TO 
‘THE PARADES 


I THOUGHT WE MIGHT ALL GO TO THE CIRCUS 
‘TONIGHT! 


BUT YOUR MOTHER TOLD ME TO YOU MUST STAY IN YOUR ROOM TONIGHT, 
PUNISH YOU IF YOU WERE 7 WHILE FRED AND I GO TO 

ss ; GH’ THE CIRC 

RIGHT, FRE 


[F(SNIFFLE!) 1 GET PUNISHED AND 
UNCLE FRED DOESN'T! THAT'S ‘CAUSE 
i NOT FAIRE 


/ 1 CANT DO IT! I CAN'T GOTO THE) =~ 
I CIRCUS WITHOUT RODNEY! I'D mete 
FEEL LIKE A HEEL! iy 


Z 


TM JUST A Kil 


TVE GOT A CONFESSION TO MAKE! YOU 
CAN'T PUNISH RODNEY UNLESS YOU PUNISH 
ME! Z WENT TO THAT CIRCUS PARADE, TOO! 


YOU BOYS ARE ALL ALIKE! I WASN’T 
REALLY GOING TO LEAVE RODNEY AT HOMES 


7 PROBABLY BECAUSE I s aes 
PUNISHED HIM AND I DIDN'T Sse we 
PUNISH YOU! WE MUST segs 2 Ge 
~ L_. FIND HIME - TLL STAY a4 


HOME IN CASE 
HE RETURNS! Ky 
HURRY! FIND, 


RODNEY SAID HIS 

{DOL WAS THE HUMAN % 

CANNON BALL! I BET THIS IS WHERE HE’LL 
t 


WU MR. EX-CANWOWBALL! I'M QUITTING MPL 
WH AS OF NOW! I'M GETTING A SAFE JOS, 
LIKE TESTING DYNAMITE! 


}/HE WiLL LISTEN TO Hi, MR. HUMAN HELLO, ROD,..ER, 1 
}{ ADVICE IF’ HE THINKS > CANNONBALLI MEAN, HI, KIDZ 
IT’S COMING FROM 
HIS HERO? 


MR. CANNONBALL, 
1 WANT TO 


DON'T MAKE THAT MISTAKE! 
PLEASE LISTEN TO MY STORY! 


JOIN THE CIRCUS! }| I JOINED THE CIRCUS WHEN 


T WAS YOUR AGE, AND... 


AT THE Y MY PARENTS DIDN’T KNOW (SOB) 
WHAT HAPPENED TO ME, AND NO 
ONE LOVES ME ANYMORES 


GEE, (SNIFFLE-SOB) 
YOU'VE TAUGHT ME A 
by LESSON! TA GOING Je 


HEH, HEH! T TOLD THAT 
STORY SO WELL, 1 
ALMOST CRIED, MYSELFY 


IT’S TIME FOR 
YOUR ACT, 
CANNON BALLS 


SOME EXCUGEY 
YOU'RE JUST 
CHICKENS 


L YOU, TM FRED 
FLINTSTONE, FINDER: 


HERE'S SOME MORE 
BUMPS FOR THE 
CANNON BALLS 


DR@ on-04! someoNE = = 
bay PUT TOO moc PowoeR) 
‘ THE CANNON! = 
GRE 


<Og 
LE OES i 
SSS 


S\ 
he 


OH, ROONEY! WE WERE GOING TO TAKE YOL TO THE CIRCUS! 
I ONLY WANTED TO TEACH YOU A LESSONT 


io) 
ZE 
Wa 
LOOK, 
A SHOOTING u 


Gy? 


WE WERE 
SO WORRIED! 
YOU WERE? CAN 
WE STILL GO? HUH, 
PLEASE, HUH? 


WELL, I'M HOME, COME ON, UNCLE 
yj BUT YOU CAN FRED! IT WILL BE 
COUNT ME OL/7. AREAL BLAST“ 


THAT'S EXACTLY WHAT DM AFRAID OFS 
T'VE HAD OWE BLAST TOOMANY TODAYS 


THE 


HELP! WILMA! FRED... 
HELP IT'S HAPPENING 
AGAIN! 


BETTY, WHAT'S THE 
MATTER? 15 IT 
BARNEY AGAIN? 


/ HUH? WHAT IS IT? TIME TO GO TO 
WORK ALREADY? WHERE'S MY 


OH,NO! I HAVEN'T HAD A 

FULL NIGHT'S SLEEP IN OH,YES, YOU 

A WEEK BECAUSE OF HIM! ARE, FRED 

I'M NOT GOING AFTER HIM FLINTSTONE ! 
TONIGHT: 


NO, FRED! IT'S BARNEY! 
HE'S WALKING IN HIS 


BETTY IS? GET OUT THERE AND 
DO SOMETHING! 
Z OFF THERE 
BEFORE 
‘YOU FALL! 


FRED, YOU KNOW IT'S DANGEROUS TO 1 fF waar 5 HAPPENING \IT'S OKAY! FRED 15 y 
\. WAKE UP A SLEEPWALKER! GO UP AND NOW? I CAN'T LOOK! / GOING UP TOGET 
- BARNEY! HE'S CREEPING 
A TOWARDS THE EDGE TO 
GRAB HIM: 


(omsrsacsa) 
f a 


« | GRRRS T HAVE TO GET UP AND GET MYSELF || 
BRUISED TRYING TO SAVE THAT GUY, AND HE'S 
SLEEPING LIKE A LOG THROUGH THE WHOLE THING! 
Sa 


\ EVEN WHEN HE FELL ON MEL 
BEEK! TRNeWwIT! \ YES, BUT DON'T Tarn oe 
BARNEY FELL OFF! ) WORRY! HE FELL ON 
TOP OF POOR FRED! y f 
* Sr ti 


HE PROBABLY 
THOUGHT IT 
WAS HIS 
MATTRESS | 


PIPE DOWN: A GUY CAN'T GET X YIPE! 2 WOKE \) 
A WINK OF SLEEP AROUND rH MIM UP | 


WITH YOU YELLING: YOU 
WOKE ME UP! 


| 


BETTY! OPEN THE DOOR! 


FRED'S IN ONE OF HIS 
MOOPS AGAIN! 


OUR MOTHERS IF WE 
COULD STAY AT EACH © \ 


LIE DOWN AND J'LL 
CLAMP THIS LEG IRON 
ON YOU} 


CULPA) WHAT'S 
THE BIG IDEA? 


THE BIG DEA |S WITS THIS CHAIN 
WON'T BE ABLE TO WALK IN VO 


T 
{/ WITH YOU ON TH 
PLENTY OF 


or 


PIPE DOWN AND \ 
‘a 


OTHER END, THERE'LL BE 
EIGHT PULLING ME BACK } 


KEN, Hi 


SHORTLY,..| CSIGHL) 3 SURE 


Py. es woees, 
eae a 
| 


} 
| 


COND 
'M NOT 


WHAT HAPPENED, FRED) 
CULP!). WE BETTER BARNEY MUST BE 
TEN TIMES AS STRONG 


GET OUT THERE AND 
SAVE FRED: 22 IN. HIS SLEEP AS WHEN 
HES AWAKE! HE DIDN'T 
EVEN KNOW HE WAS 
DRAGGING MES 


| 7 ER... MAYBE I'LL WAIT 
REMEMBER; HE'S TEN Vf UNTIL TOMORROW TO i i 
TIMES AS STRONG IN | CLOBBER HIM! ) a 
HIS SLEEP AS WHEN re 
HE'S AWAKE! 


NEXT DAY... ¥ IT'S A BOOK ABOUT THE IT SAYS ONE OF THE MAIN REASONS PEOPLE 
PSYCHOLOGY OF A SLEEPWALKER! WALK IN THEIR SLEEP IS BECAUSE THEY'RE 
IT TELLS DIFFERENT REASONS FOR SOMETHING ! THEY WON'T 


WHY PEOPLE WALK IN THEIR 


4 T KNOW, BUT 
TM SURE GOING TO SOTHINK! DID YOU EVER ‘ LeT ME SEE 
NOTHING, IMPORTANT 


BARNEY 15: SEARCHING 
FOR IN HIS SLEEP? FIND OUT! LOSE SONETHING "THAT YOU 
EVER ~yANLESS. THAT'S 

Té 


I LOST MY PET BRONTOSAURUS \ 
WHEN I WAS A KID: HIS NAME 
WAS BUTCH! 


AHA! THAT'S IT! 
YOU'VE BEEN WALKING 
IN YOUR SLEEP TRYING 
TO FIND BUTCH! 


WHERE ARE \/ DOWN TO THE PET SHOP TO 
WE GOING? BUY YOU ANOTHER BABY 
BRONTOSAURUS ¢ 


THAT HOW SWELL YOUR PLAN WORKED OUT! IT WAS OF COURSE, NOT EVERYONE COULD 

NIGHT... || BARNEY IS SLEEPING LIKE A BABY NOTHING! PUT THEIR FINGER ON THE TROUBLE 
WITH BUTCH IN HIS ARMS! RIGHT AWAY, LIKE I DID BUT IM, 

JUST ALITTLE BIT SMARTER THAN 


Ano FRED, I JUST CAME OVER TO TELL YOU)/ HEH, HEH! JUST A LITTLE SIMPLE PSYCHOLOGY! 
THE AVERAGE 


) THAT'S OKAY! J EEEEEK! FRED, \/ LOOKS LIKE SHE 
REMEMBER OLD FR COME HERE! J REMEMBERED YOU! 


YIPE! NOW THAT GOOF IS 
TAKING att our FOR 


MR. GUNNITE! I NEED YOUR HELP: 


Le == = : = i 
: PERRY GUNNITE SORRY, KID; I'M WORKING ON 


OUT OF THE urge 
PICTURE 


YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND! I'M NOT HERE BECAUSE I I'M TRYING TO GET A JOB AS A REPORTER 
WANT A CRIME SOLVED ! FOR THE DAILY SLAB! THE EDITOR SAID HE'D 
WELL, I DON'T GIVE HIRE ME IF I CAME IN WITH A BIG SCOOP 
HAIRCUTS: WHAT ARE WITH PICTURES! 
YOU HERE FOR? 


60, I KNOW YOU'RE ALWAYS AROUND WHERE PLEASE, MR, GUNNITE! THIS IS MY BIG CHANCE} 
THINGS HAPPEN! WOUL? YOU LET ME TAG DON'T LET ME DOWN! I'VE ALWAYS WANTED TO 
L ALONG UNTIL I GET A BIG STORY? BE A REPORTER! 


NOTHING DOING ! 
THIS IS DANGEROUS 
BUSINESS | 


|/ RIGHT NOW! IGOT A HOT TIP 
SORRY! WHEN ON A JEWEL THIEF THAT'S 


pe] START? PULLING A JOB: 
BOY! I CAN FEEL 
THAT SCOOP ALREADY! 


NOW, JUST STAY 

| OUT OF THE WAY 
AND YOU WON'T 
GET HURT: 


MR. GUNNITE 5 AWW! YOU'RE SUPPOSED 
Renate AY, TO SMILE, MR, GUNNITE | 


NOU'RE A STUPID KID, KID! WHY DID YOU PICTURE! THAT'S RIGHT! GIVE ME 
DISTRACT MY ATTENTION? THAT CAMERA! A PICTURE OF THAT 
THUG IS ALMOST AS GOOD AS 
NABBING KIM IN THE ACTS 


HMMM! THAT CROOK DOESN'T KNOW 

THAT WE DIDN'T GET HIS PICTURE, THOUGH ¢ 

HE'LL BE WORRIED UNTIL HE FINDS OUT 
FOR SURE: 


DRAT: NOU ONLY GOT ME! i 
ER...GUESS I'M 


NOT USED TO 
\ THAT THING Ma 
YET! 


COME ON! WE'RE GOING BACK TO YOUR ATER... F I GOT THIS KID'S ADDRESS FROM THE 
PLACE AND WAIT FOR THE MICE TO 7 PAPER! NOW LET'S GET UP THERE AND 
: = GET THAT PICTURE BACK! 


K COME TO OUR TRAP: 
Zs GEE, I DON'T HAVE ZZ 
<, MICE IN MY APARTMENT, i 


MR, GUNNITE ! 


IN GLAD YOUY WE'RE ALL PART OF THE SAME 
GANG! IF YOU GET NABBED, THE 
IG TO REST OF US ARE IN HOT WATER: 
— 
YZ, Vf 
> OD = 


GRRR/ I'LL TAKE CARE OF THIS SNAP. HAPPY |/ 
KIDL YOU GET 
THE PRIVATE 
EYE! 


‘ RY \ a 
Pl ANG I 
ae: 


0 


iy WE'LL CATCH UP WITH THEM! His CAR HE'S PULLING INTO. 
|{ ONLY HAS TWO FEET POWER! WE'VE THAT GARAGE! MAYBE 
| \_GOT A SUPER-S/X FEET POWER! y~ HE'S: ate HIMSELF 


[CO7 ALL RIGHT! Give uP) 
[7{ QUIETLY AND You fi HEY! fie's GETTING AWAY 

\ WON'T GET HURT! \ TO HEAR! AGAIN: THAT GUY IS 
SLIPPERY 
EEL! 


AS AN = SEN 
=< si m 


WOW! I SHOULD 
GET A SWELL. 

A STORY OUT OF ALL 

THIS, MR, GUNNITE ! 


GUESS WHAT ELSE? ‘THEY'VE ASSIGNED ME 
TO STICK BY YOU PERMANENTLY, FOR MORE 
CRIME STORIES + 


ve} I.GOT THE JOS, MR, GUNNITE! THE 
EDITOR SAID IT WAS A TOPNOTCH 
(sve) STORY! 
NOW HELL BE 
Bs 00 OUT OF MY , f 
aU HAIR! 


FRED, I HOPE 
YOU LIKE YOURS 
+ WELL-DONE! 


THE FLINTSTONES 


MASKED BOWLERS 


GUESS WHAT, BETTY... I SURE 00...ANOTHER \ 
THERE'S A BOWLING CONTEST PHONY EXCUSE FROM 

AT BEDROCK TONIGHT: YOU \__ FRED AND BARNEY: 

KNOW WHAT THAT MEANS? - 


THEY'LL DO 
ANYTHING TO. 
GET IN THAT 
CONTEST! 


OH-OH,..HERE \~  / TEE.HEE! I WONDER HEY, WILMA! BARNEY AND 
THEY COME!Z, . | WHAT KIND OF EXCUSE ARE IN THE BOWLING CONTEST, 
“Ai THEY'VE COOKED UP TONIGHT + 
I he THIS'TIME? 4 WE'VE GOT A. 
xf 7) ; GOOP CHANCE OF 
z \ NING. 


SEE, BETTY... THAT'S . GET THE BOWLING 
THE PHONIEST BALLS, BARNEY 
EXCUSE YET BUT THEY TOLO 


THE TRUTH, 
WILMA § 


’ 
| 


YOU Gikus SHOULD COME ALONG AND 
WATCH US! WE'RE A C/A/CH TO WIN: 


77) / SEE YOU LATER, GIRLS! . | HAMM....YOU KNOW SOMETHING, BETTY P 
DON'T WORRY! WE'LL TILL BET THE MASKED BOWLERS COULD 
BRING HOME THE BEAT THOSE TWO! 
‘TROPHY ! Y 


T] THis OLD HALLOWEEN COSTUME | 
(CHUCKLE!) BOY! AGE THEY IN 


FOR A SURPRISE ! 
—- 


WILMA YOURE A 
DEVIL; TEE,HEE! 


Ve ina o/ WE ARE, BETTY! HERE! PUTON Wp 


L 


Y T DON'T KNOW, BARNEY, ,. 
1] THOSE TWO DIPPY MASKED 
BOWLERS ARE CATCHING 
IP! LOOK AT THEM! 


F YOU GOOF, FRED, WE LOSE! 
50 DONT FREEZE! J 


I 


OH-OH... THE JUST RELAX, BARNEY BOY! 
MASKED BOWLERS WATCH THE OLD PRO 
ARE AHEAD NOW: SAVE US: 


MASKED BOWLERS 
Z SELLE 7] 


a 
BOY, DID FLINTSTONE )} | 
FREEZE UP! ] 
| gas 


BARNEY / WHY DID YOU HAVE ~ of TEE, HEE! LOOK, WILMA! Y eo0R FRED | 


JO OPEN THAT 81G MOUTH ? * _\_ NOW'S OUR CHANCE TO_/ YOU KNOW HOw })” } 
- . WIN: HE HATES TO / 


CULPI) 
“SORRY, 


IF THE MASKED BOWLERS \/ LOOK AT 
EVEN SCORE ONE STRIKE, FLINTSTONE 
: AND RUBBLE! 


| f WELL) HERE IGO,WILMA! GOLLY, 
FRED AND BARNEY LOOK SAD | 
| | YEAH... THEY REALLY MASKED BOWLERS: 


WANTED TO WIN THE / MISSED BY A 


TROPHY! COUNTRY MILE! 


I JUST COULDN'T 
DO IT, WILMA! IT'S, 
UP TO YOU 


/ THERE GOES 
THE OTHER 
ONE, FRED: 


THE WINNER OF THE 
TROPHY BY ONE NARROW 


YE CATS! THEY 
BOTH GOOFED! 


~ 
HALL Y .WE CAN'T DO THAT! \ 

4 IT WOULD NEVER DO | 
\ \ FOR THEM TO KNOW 


9 THEY ACTUALLY 
| BEAT US ATS 
\ \ SOMETHING! / 

~ - 


76 


=> 


Aunt Sara Stone did not want pets in her 
cave, She said so often and loudly. So when 
Sally and Sandy Stone trudged in one day 
with a big purple egg they had found in 
Dreary Swamp, she put her foot down. 

“You cannot bring that egg in here!” 

"But, Aunt Sara, it’s not a pet,” Sally 
cried. “And we'd like to have something to 
play with while we visit you.” 

« "It's just an egg,” pleaded Sandy. 

Aunt Sara shuddered, “I’d hate to think 
what might hatch from a purple egg! Take 
it back where you found it... and now! 

Before the kids could reach for the egg, 
there was a cracking sound. A small scaly 
head looked out of the egq. 

"Grek!" croaked the creature. 

The egg cracked again and fell completely 
away, revealing a small, scaly young dino- 
saur. It was purple . . . with blue eyes. 

"It is impossible!” Aunt Sara protested. 
“There are no purple dinosaurs!” 

"Kleep,” said the dinosaur, as it rubbed 
affectionately against Aunt Sara's legs. 

"Kleep,” it cried again, making a dash 
for the kitchen, where it devoured three 
loaves of Aunt Sara's fresh,bread. 

“Let's call him Albert,” Sally suggested. 

Aunt Sara groaned, but Albert became a 
member of the Stone family. She scolded 
about him; she thought a purple dinosaur 
was obnoxious. Besides, he ate too much, 
slept on the couch, and chewed things. 

"Tf I ever get the chance, I'll get rid of 
you, Albert,” Sandy heard Aunt Sara say, 
one morning. "That's a promise.” 

“Grumph!" Albert replied, lovingly, for he 
adored Aunt Sara. 

The next morning, Albert was gone. He had 
disappeared, The kids search for him all 
through the cliffside village) No one had 
seen him, and a purple dinosaur was ptot an 
easy thing to be overlooked. i 

Aunt Sara was delighted. Singing merrily, 


she went about her cleaning and dusting. 


But Sandy noticed that she did not throw 
away the bearskin that was Albert's bed. 

Days passed. A week passed, Still no sign 
of Albert. Aunt Sara continued to be happy 
that there was no purple pet to chew her 
best slippers or sleep on the sofa. 

“What a joy to be rid of Albert,” she 
said from time to time, but she said it with 
less and less enthusiasm. 

After ten days, Sally discovered that Aunt 
Sara was putting food outside the door for 
Albert, after she thought the kids were in 
bed, Sally watched and she knew that Aunt 
Sara was disappointed when she found the 
food untouched every morning. 

"Sandy," Sally said at last, “we have to 


» find Albert. Aunt Sara is grieving for him.” 


"You really think she’s ready,” Sandy re- 
plied with a very smug smile. 

"Ready? Ready for what?" Sally asked. 

"Why, for Albert to come home,” Sandy 
answered, hopping down from a boulder. 

Wondering, Sally followed her brother 
to a small cave, high up in the cliffs. The 
entrance to the comfortable cave was partly 
hidden by a stone slab. Sandy gave a heave 
and pushed the slab to one side. 

“Albert!” he called. “Come, boy!” 

The dinosaur came loping to the mouth of 
the cave, rolling his blue eyes joyfully. 

"Go home, Albert. Go on home!” 

Albert didn't have to be told twice. He 
yan as fast as his legs woyld carry him, 

When’ Sally and Sandy reached Aunt 
Sara’s cave, Aunt Sara was kneeling in the 
doorway, her arms around Albert's neck. 

“Albert,” she was scolding. ‘Where have 
you been? I'ye been so worried.” 

“We found him in the cliffs," Sandy said 


_ quite truthfully, but not telling the whole 
* story of how he had fed-And cared for the 


purple pet during its absence. 

“Kreck!” Albert croaked happily, glad to 
be back in Aunt Sara’s cave, for he knew 
now that he was’a wanted purple pet. 


HEY, LOOK AT 
THE CROWD ! 1 
WONDER WHAT'S 

WRONG 


7 WE'RE HAVING TROUBLE WITH 
DRAGON POWER — WORN OUT 
FROM TRYING TO PULL THE TRAM, 

OVER THAT HILL ! 


IT SURE 
LOOKS ALL 
USED UP! 


— 
BUT HOW IT BEATS ME! 
are people Y HOME 1 Gules TuEYLL 
GOING TO GET cf HAVE To sToP 
TO WORK? WORKING TILL THE 
PROBLEM 1S 
SOLVED | 


IT'S Too BAD, BUT IT Ss OUR WORRY. 


VE Eg A ts : 


f yed —WERE 
THE LUCKY 
ONES, ALL 


AT THE OLD'ROCK QUARRY ? WELL, BE 
DON'T LOSE YOUR HEAD ! 


IT'S BARNEY | 
SOMETHING'S 
HAPPENED TO 


7 SPEAK TO ME, BARNEY 
'S YO! LD f 


L, FRED! 


I CAN'T, FRED t 
BETTY WANTS ME 
TO COLLECT ROCKS 
FOR HER GARDEN ! 


WELL, GOOD NIGHT, PAL! 
HAVE A NICE RESTFUL 
WEEK END! 


FRED! FRED! COME 
HERE QUICK! —— HUI 


YOU NEVER ACTED | HE JUST HAGN'T BEEN THE 
LIE THIS BEFORE, ] SAME SINCE HE FELL ON 
BARNEY! YOU LOOK / HIS HEAD AT THE ROCK 

SO INTELLIGENT! { QUARRY THIS > 

; MORNING! 


xy 67m 
1fa-Px% =! 


HMMM — SOME KIND OF BLACK POWDER! 
— 'D BETTER FIND OUT 

WHAT HE'S DOING: < 
WITH THAT STUFF J 


WOW! GET A LOAD OF THE 
CRAZY GADGET HE BUILT / 


THAT'S A KING -SiZE 

ARROW, BARNEY ! WHERE 

YOU GONNA GET THE 
BOW? HAW! HAW! 


ROCKET? GUNPOWDER ? THERE IS NO 
SUCH THING AS... OH... TIM SORRY, 


1_DON'T NEED 
A BOW ! THIS GUN- 
POWDER WILL 
LAUNCH THE 
ROCKET ! 


WHEN TIM READY 
TLL JUST LIGHT 
THE FUSE —— 


AND POW £ 


ORBIT -SCHMORBIT ! I'VE GOT To 
GET YOU OUT 


a 
YEAH— Pow t 
HOW ABOUT A NICE 
QUIET REST FIRST? 
COME ON, FAL 


THAT'S IT 

PRECISELY — 
A LUNAR 
ORBIT ! 


HELLO, DOC SHRINKER ! 

HURRY OVER 2 IT'S AN 

EMERGENCY! ... YEAH... 
THANKS, DOC ! 


(S. THAT ANY WAY TO TALK TO-OUIR FRIENDLY 
NEIGHBOR 2 BARNEY. ISN'T A BAD GUY — 
KINDA PUMB AND LIKE THAT, BUT — 


THIS 1S FOR YOUR OWN 
GOOD, CHUM —INSIDE ! 


GEE, THAT'S GREAT, WILMA ! 
poc SRE IS GONNA GIVE 


EY A COMPLETE 
PSYCHOSKULLISIS ! 


IF YOU ASK ME, IT 
SHOULD HAVE BEEN 
DONE YEARS AGO ! 


iy WELL, 
INVITED ME IN YET ! 


HOW'D YOU GET OUT OF YOUR ROOM @ 
I DON'T KNOW ! 
I WOKE UP ON THE 
FLOOR AND THERE 
WAS THIS BUMP. 
ON MY HEAD ! 


NEVER ANIND ! YOU) GOTTA GET BACK 


IN BED! 

THE DOC 

{S ON THE 
Way 
OVER ! 


IN THERE, DOCTO! 

YOU NEED ANY HELP 

dust HOLLER ! I’M 
Y 


OU MY GOODNESS! } I DON'T THINK SO! I 
1 HOPE IT'S NOTHING NOTICED HE'S ALREADY 
SERIOUS | ACTING MORE LIKE HIS 
OLD SELF! 
YOU KNOW 
— DUMS 
AND HAPPY! 


I HAVE OBSERVED 
THAT EVERYONE IN THIS 
HOUSE SPEAKS THE SAME. 
WAY ! ANY FURTHER 
ANALYSIS MIGHT PROVE 
SERIOUS ! GOOD DAY! 


BUT WHAT ABOUT 
THAT FUNNY 
LANGUAGE HE 

SPEAKS ? 


IT 1S CLEARLY: 
A CASE OF 
LANEBRAINITIS ! 


‘yOu WHAT NUMBERS; FRED2 \/ NO... THE ONES YOU 
ME, HE'S SICKER YEAH — I DON'T PHONE NUMBER Z HOUSE j/ RECITED WHEN you 
THAN HIS GET IT! WHAT ABOUT NUMBER? AGE? WEIGHT? /\ MIXED THAT BLACK 
PATIENTS ! ALL THOSE NUMBERS | = POWDER ! 
BARNEY'S BEEN 
RECITING ? 


HUM YOU CALLED 
IT GUNPOWDER! DON'T 
YOU REMEMBER 2 


THAT'S A ROCKET? 
WHERE'D IT COME 


GOT IT! THAT BUMP 


rT 
ON THE HEAD MUST HAVE 1 ){ TEMPORARY ! COME ON, 
ADVANCED YOUR MIND IMA LET'S FIND OUT WHAT 


INTO THE SCIENTIFIC YOUR 
LD OF Rea 


DON'T WORRY, BARNEY ! 
AS MY HELPER 1 GUARANTEE 
YOU'LL RISETO THE TOP 

- WITH ME ! 


FOR HEAVEN'S SAKE, \f IT'S A REGULAR SCIENTIFIC 

FRED, WHAT ARE YOU EXPERIMENT, WILMA ! I 

DOING TO MY STOVE? /\. MAY BECOME FAMOUS 
eee - = OVERNIGHT ! 


We WY NOT YET, PAL, BUT THE EXPERIMENT “j 
WAS A SUCCESS ! THEY CAN'T SAY 
A. WE NEVER GOT OFF 
THE GROUND WITH IT. 


BUT IF YOU 
LIGHT THE FUSE IT 
MIGHT EXPLODE ! 


T CAN SEE IT NOW: 
"FLINTSTONE'S AIRBUS, " 
CARRYING PASSENGERS 
THROUGH THE AIR LIKE 

A BIG BIRD! 


YOM DON'T THINK TILL FORGET. MY OLD PAL 
WHEN I GET RICHIE Lie — YOU CAN 


1 WiSHT 


iT WENT CLEAN YEAH, 
TROUGH CABLE HILL! WHAT A HOLE ! 
OW-OH ! 


WAIT TILL THE MAYOR AND HIS COUNCILMEN WELL, YOU MADE THE BI 
SEE THIS/,., OH, WELL, YOU WON'T GET MORE POWDER —— 
TAN TEN YEARS FOR You BUILT THE 
SKY ROCKET | 
THAT'S WHAT 
CAUSED ALL 
DAMAGE ! 


Ly, 1 00, TLL TELL THEM YOU WERE SICK IN THE HEAD ! NO 
ND T TROUBLE PROVING THAT ! IT OUGHT TO WORK ! 


MAKING THEM ! GOTTA TE! : 
‘ GEE, THANKS, FRED ! 
YOU'RE A REAL PAL } THINK 
IT'LL GET ME OFF 2 


BUT 
EVEN REMEMBER 


MAN, BARNEY ! 
AND REMEMBER 
TWS —— YOUR 
OLD PAL WILL 


LET ME HANDLE 
THIS FOR YOU, BARNEY ! 
TLL DO ALL I CAN 
To HELP ! 


HE'S WAITING FOR YOU, YOUR 
HONOR-—— A BRAVE, HONEST 
MAN! HE 
ADMITS HE D1} 


De 65 


BARNEY RUBBLE, I CONGRATULATE YOU FOR. 
SAVING THE PUBLIC TRANSPORTATION SYSTEM ! BY 
DIGGING A TUNNEL THROUGH CABLE HILL, IT HAS 
SOLVED OUR PROBLEM OF TRYING TO CLIMB OVER IT/ 


1 WANT THE MEN RESPONSIBLE: 
FOR CUTTING THE 

HOLE THROUGH 

CABLE HILL! 


YOU MEAN 
HE 01D IT ALL 


AS A REWARD, OUR FAIR CITY 15 PAYING. 
YOU THE ENTIRE COST OF THIS TREMENDOUS 
PUBLIC PROJECT! 


AND NOW, MY GCOD MAN, 
TLL CONSIDER THE MATTER 
OF YOUR NIGHT OFF WHEN 
GET TIME! MEANWHILE,” 
TELL MADAM 

WE'RE DINING 

OUT TONIGHT ! 

THAT'S ALL! 


FRED WILL YOU PUT 
DINO OUT, PLEASE ¥ HE'S 
UNDER YOUR 


I’M TOO 
TIRED, WILMA! 
you DOIT! 


OH, ALL RIGHT? UP AND 
OUT, ‘DINO! COME ON... 
GET MOVING! 


LGUESS I PUT HER 
IN HER PLACE/ 


A PLEDGE TO PARENTS 


The Dell Trademark is, and always | 
has been, a positive guarantee that E 
the comic magazine bearing it cons 
tains only clean and wholesom 
entertainment, The Dell code eli 

nates entirely, rather than regulates, 
objectionable material, That's why 
twhen your child buys a Dell Comio 
you can be sure itcontains only good. 
fun. “DELL. comics art Goon comics” 

fs our only credo and constant gouk, 


[THE FLINTSTONES 


| ROCK-A-BYE- BYE 


